/ Pople whe enjoy what they te 
| invariably de it well. 


There is nothing either good or bad, 
but our thinking makes it so. 


| Dying is tough .. but comedy fs tougher. 


Anger is a weed, 
hate is a tree. 


Yield and overcome; * 
: ‘ bend and be straight; 
| Fear leads to anger; — nee j empty and be full; 


_ Anger leads to hate; : - 
Fae leads to suffering. — . 4 havea little and gain. 


\ Power corrupts, | 
and absolute power corrupts absolutely. 


Do not consider painful what is good for you. 
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\\ That which does not kill us makes us stronger. 
Only the shallow know themselves. 
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Untitled by Julia Sugden 


I never knew my thoughts televised my emotions 
But you watch with inquiring eyes 

And your eyes light up the dark corners of my mind. 
I can not hide what lies behind these eyes. 

You see my every disguise 

And I stand naked before you 

As you read my every move 

And I perform my dance of elusiveness. 

But your eyes spotlight the darkness in me 
Penetrating my armor of flesh and smiles 

And you can not be beguiled by my grace. 


sEpig aysaT Aq , AYLI], 


Fools by Nickie Pelz 


If the world were full of fools 

and those fools were afraid to love. 

Which one of those fools would care or be cared for by another? 

If the world were full of fools 

and those were full of love. 

Which one of those fools would learn and grow from a broken heart? 
Would the fool be the fool for not loving 

or would the fool be the fool for loving to much? 

For a person that does not open himself of herself up to love can not be hurt 
or can they 

or is it that if they open themselves to much to love are they asking for pain 
or are the answers 

simple as it may 

or may not be. 

The fool is the fool who treys neither and sits ideally by while love takes its toll. 


“My Flowers” Ben Abels 


Poor 
by Joe Celizic 


Loosely walking down the street 

The sun is bright; the air is sweet 

Loosely walking down the street 
Until I see a man... 


The man is old, worn and poor 
His face is pale; his eyes are sore 
The man is old, worn and poor 

And he offers up his hand.... 


| shake my head and apologize 
I see hope fall from his eyes 

I shake my head and apologize 
I walk as quickly as I can... 


“Ballet Shoes” } I feel the day dim and fade 


; : As I proceed to walk away 
Alexandria Redding I feel the day dim and fade 
**Alex’s Jeans” As I think about the man... 


I turn around and look once more 
Like his eyes, my heart turns sore 
‘T turn around and look once more 

For alone and weak he stands... 


I rotate back and walk away 
Full of pity, hurt and shame 
And even if he dies today 
I am no richer than the man. 


That Day 
by Rebecca Staller 


It started as a usual day, 
A shining day at that, 


But soon New York had smoke filled skies 


“Railroad” Nathan Gatchall 


And soon they were down flat. 


The great twin towers fell that day 
And sent us all in fear. 
“A terrorist attack today 


We lost some friends so dear.’ 


So many people died that day 


And we still don’t know why. 


‘Freedom itself attacked this morn’” 
New York let out a cry. 


5 


The president declared today 

A war against the pain; 
And everyone has changed so much 

So many have been slain. 


A year will pass before it’s done, 

There’s rubble everywhere, 
But in our minds the pain will stay 

And always will we care. 


They hide among us everyday, 

And they’re so very wrong. 
They think they hurt us very much, 

But really made us strong. 


Our nation will unite as one, 
From every single state, 
And we’ll destroy the ones in charge, 
If only we can wait. 


Worth the Cost 
by Kari Dummitt 


Tell me was it worth the cost? 
Now that the meaning is lost 
That you’re no longer there 
and you’re no longer near 
Was it worth the cost? 

So I could feel this lost 


Now my heart is broken so much 
I’m afraid it won’t feel another’s 


touch 

The tears just overflow 

at this peak of my sorrow 
Tell me was it worth the cost? 


Now that my heart is lost 
Inside of you 


because I thought our love was true 


I guess the price was too high 
for people like you and [. 


‘“Amy’s Little Girl’ Amy Redman 


Alone 
by Nicole Frazier 


The moment you told me no 
My heart plunged to the floor 
And my pride was crushed. 


I stood alongside the dance floor 
Alone. 


I didn’t dare ask anyone else. 
Then someone new came along 
With an eager, friendly gaze. 
And you stood alongside the 
dance floor 

Alone. 
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Music and Me 
by Amber Perez 


I listen blindly 

to the music; 

blaring it loud; 

so that I don’t hear 
the noise. 

My mind is cluttered 
and the heavy beats 
jumble my thoughts 
into confusion 

so that I may begin again. 
Is that ok? 

Can I not see 


the world 
and not hear the world of noise 


for sake of my own sanity? 


Before I know it, 

my body begins to dance 
and I can’t help 

but smile. 


That’s when I know everything is 
alright. 


‘“Julia’s Guy” Julia Sugden 


“Despair” Madhu Singh 


Replaced by Amanda Ostoich 


I look around and find no one’s familiar face 
Just pale grimaces hiding in others’ souls 
And through the absences of their empty love 

I feel replaced 
Never underestimate the power of life 
To turn it’s back on your outreaching hand 
When everyone has disintegrated into thin air 
You feel replaced 
New promises born every day at the hands 
Of people who can’t take of themselves 
And the new become the old with one step 
They feel replaced 
And you wonder why our world is shattering 
Why we can’t swallow our pride enough to live 
Created, mistreated, discarded, deleted 
We feel replaced 


“Bird of Paradise” Jessica Cherry 


Not Today by Joe Celizic 


Outside of the window 
I see the others play 
I would surely join them 
If it was not today 
For I am left alone 
And in my home I stay 


I might scream out my thoughts 


If I had some to say 
I dwell on emptiness 
I’m sure I don’t know why 
But ignorance is bliss 
The story of my life 
Loneliness is easy 
And pain hardly met 
I simply do not try 
And I don’t plan to yet 
Perhaps I will come out 


Finally leave my cave 
I'd find the great tomorrow 
If it was not today. 
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For You 
by Thomas Noland 


I wish there was some way, 
To prove my love to you. 
If I could show you, 
You would become scared. 
Just like you always do. 

I feel like I’m fighting 
A losing battle. 


You get close 
And then pull away 
Leaving me wanting more. 
Loving you is a lost cause, 
And I’m not sure why I continue. 
You’ ve just become apart of me 
But your outlook must be different. 
For all this seems 
As if you need me, 
But in the end, 
I’m the one who’s forgotten 


And all this time 
I thought you were sincere. 
But it was a joke, 
And I’m left in the dark once again. 
I’m the one 
Who fought for you 
When it meant the most. 
And still I get nothing in return. 


For you 
Are the light 
In my dark world 
Of pain and anguish. 
For you 
Are the innocence 
In my life. 

But, I guess 
You never realized it. 
And there’s no way 
To show how 
I truly feel. 

So [ll hide it again, 
Stuff it back down 
And forget about it, 
Once again. 


The eagle was like a bullet, 
racing through the velvet sky. 


Shot off from afar, 
it looked very sly. 
For it looked back, 
-with a sharp, cold look 
in its eye. 
An American symbol? 
Yes, but why? 


An American Symbol by Cortney Remke 


“Devon’s Sister’ Devon Andonian 


‘Teaf’ Jeremy Weiks 


Drowning In Time by Amber Perez 


Time has smacked me in the face 


and sleep has come over my eyes. 
Anxiety collects in my throat; 
not screaming 
or even crying can ease 
this hidden discomfort. 
I am trampled 
by slippers and cleats; 
my body hurts 
but I’m to proud to 
let myself cry. 
It’s an easy way 
to wash this headache away 
and calm a soul 
so dry. 
I feel without my father 
and too convicted to ask for the help 
that I need. 
I am drowning in the sands of time 
and I can’t decide 
if | want a hand to help me out 
or to be left alone 

and find comfort 

in suffocation. 


‘“Amy’s Book” Amy Dunnuck 


Broken Pieces 
by Kari Dummitt 


Pick up my broken pieces 
and melt me down. 
Mold me into something 
better than what you found. 


First Kiss 
by Nicole Frazier 
Lightening crashes down 


And the sky is set ablaze. 
Much like one’s first kiss. 


Love is Just a Word 


in ate ‘Sunrise’ Sarah Kuntz 
by Nickie Pelz | 


love is just a word 

it’s used by every one 

no one means it when they say it 
it’s said just in fun 


love is just a word 

it’s thrown out here and there 
people say it with no emotions 
they say it and don’t really care 


love is just a word 

don’t say it unless it’s true 

because love the word is dangerous 
I know it makes me blue 


Be @anmen os) eremy Weiks The modern day worker, z 
A lazy one it is, oO 

They sit around all day, as 
And wonder what to do. << 
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Lawyers, Judges, and any — 
Business men live off lies--- S 
Mostly = 

The doctor, the teacher, live O 
Off adrenaline from a 
Helping people--- ze 

Mostly. ~ 
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Today’s modern day worker 
Is lazy in every way--- 
Mostly. 


Honesty 
by Emilie Bauer 


Why can’t I lie to you? 

Not that I want to, 

Only, why couldn't I 

If I chose to lie? 

Because you always seem 

To know just what I mean, 

So we go for a long walk, 

A leisurely stroll so we can talk. 
And I can lay my soul 

Out for you to hold. 


“The Ambush” Brittany Wahl 


Sonnet #(See Calculator) by Danielle Blank 


‘ Tis true, my calculator is friend 

Whenever lengthy problems are is sight. 

I need not think things out or comprehend 

As long as I can type the numbers right. 

Why bother with the trials of the poor: 

To graph by hand, divide, of multiply? 

That’s what my TI eighty-three is for-- 

Provided that my batteries don’t die. 

These basic functions I have forgotten 

From math of each and ev’ry early grade. 

Such laziness has shamefully begotten 

The yellow notes that I myself have made. 
But why such skills as these we need not know? 
My Integrated Math book told me so. 
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Honesty 
by Emilie Bauer 
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Why bother with the trials of the poor: 

To graph by hand, divide, of multiply? 

That’s what my TI eighty-three is for-- 

Provided that my batteries don’t die. 

These basic functions I have forgotten 

From math of each and ev’ry early grade. 

Such laziness has shamefully begotten 

The yellow notes that I myself have made. 
But why such skills as these we need not know? 
My Integrated Math book told me so. 
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